T N T I e i Ao . . e .4 b, SRt i g s g

B R Mgy ot bty ,I'DI r S -

THE SUNDAY GLOBE, WASHINGTON, D. O, OCTOBER 6, 1901 7

PRISON REFORM.

The Sentence of the Court Imposed
by Judge Pugh.

. SHORT SPEECH IN REPLY

To the Question of Why Sentence Should Not
Be Passed—The Malice of Pugh and His Ex-
ploitation of Telagram from a Friend—Sheriff
Curter's Morosnass and the Scene in the Jal
With the Journal Reporter at Midnight,

PART IL
Twenty THIRD PAPER.

(The writer of the following was sontenced
to life imprisonment in the Ohio Penetentinry
for fighting a street duel in which the defamer
of his tumily was killed. Pardoned after elght
yeurs lmprison ment, he proposes in ilhe
columns of the Globe to tell “a plaln,unvar.
nighed tale” of e in & modern penitentiary.

—KOITOR.)

The verdict was returned Monday,
August 3, 1901, and [ was remanded
for sentemce on the following Satur-
day, Augnst 8th. Meanwhile, efforts
were directed by my friends to induce
Judge Pugh to permit me to remain in
the county jail pending my appeal to
the Cirenit or Supreme Court, a8 it
was a foregone conclusion that he
would overrule the motion to set aside
tle verdiet. To all such appeals he
cynically put the query, “How do you
Know that there will be any necessity
for an appeal, or that I will not set
aside the verdict? Mr. John Joyce, the
millionaire, whose danghter was di-
vorced by the judge’s suspected de-
clglon, appealed to him, and sent me
word that Pugh had promiged him to
permit me remain in jail pending the
appeal, provided he could not find suf-
ficient grounds to set aside the verdiet.

gaturday arrived in due time, and
the court-house was again packed to
hear the sentence pronounced, Pugh
ascended the bench and read a tele-
gram from Hon, W. 8. Cappellar, ed-
itor of the Mansfleld (0.) Neows, re-
questing that I be permitted to remain
in the jail and not transferred to the
penitentiary pending my appeal to the
Supreme Court. Pugh read this tele-
gram in dramatiec style and commented
on it severely, It created a sensation,
which the Columbus newspapers were
not slow to make the most of, com-
mending the judge as usual for his
tearless administration of law. When
it is understood that Mr. Cappellar
was State chairman of the Republican
party and a friend and patron of Pugh,
some idea may be formed of the char-
acter of the man. The dispatch was
confidential, and was gsimply the pri-
vate message of one friend to another,
but Pugh saw a chance to make a point
at the expense of his friend, and as
he never neglected such opportunities,
Mr, Cappellar found himsgelf the tar-
get for unmeasured abuge by the Co-
lumbus press., He stood bravely up,
however, and hit back, and plainly in-
formed those sheets that 1 did not
have a fair and impartial trial, such as
the Constitution provided, and it was
principally due to the violent and dis-
graceful course of the Columbus news-
papers.

In passing sentence, Pugh went
through the perfunctory provision in
such cases, of asking the prigoner at
the bar what he had to say why sen-
tence should not be pronounced? For
the intervening days from my convie-
tion to the day of sentence my counsel
begged and pleaded with me to say
but as few words as possible to the
question of the court. They argued
that in an appeal of my case any in-
temperate language 1 might use when
gentence was pronounced would oper-
ate against me in the upper courts. Of
course, 1 knew who it was that was 80
anxioug 1 should say nothing, or at
best, Hut a few words, Pugh dreaded
my impulsive disposition, and that his
betrayal of me wounld form the subject
of my remarks, However, I promised
to say but as little as possible, and re-
agsured my counsel that nothing per-
sonal would be uttered. Therefore, in
reply to his question, [ sald in sub
stance:

“If it please the court, [ am eallad
upon in the enstomary manner to show
cause why sentence should not be pro:
nounced, As there is but one gentence
vou can pass for the grade of crime
of which I stand convicted, and &8
your duty is not only perfunctory but
mandatory im the matter, the few re
marks | desire to make are not of-
fered in mitigation of the crime or
with any hopes of lessening the pen-
alty provided by law. You empanelled
a jury to try me for my 1ife or liberty
which, I belleve, and my counsel in-
forme me, was not guch a one as the
Constitution and laws of this common
wealth provides should sit in judgment
in my case. you accepted five jurors,
who testified under oath that they be-
liaved me gnilty but would assume per-
functorily my innocence, a duality of
mind which is as absurd as it is im-
possible, and manifestly and grossly
prejudicial to an accused person, o8-
pecially in the grave crime, the high-
est known to the law, for which 1 was
arraigned at this bar, " The testimony
upon which 1 have been condemned
was, if anything, a preponderance of
perjury, whether conscious or uncon-
sclous on the part of the witnesses, for
the State. 1 do not wish to be
understood as positively asserting
that the State’s witnesses commit-
ted deliberate perjuary, and, 1in-
dead. T believe that the majority
of them testified honestly as they
recalled the facts or saw the incidents
they related. But I know, if the court
please, that 1 wag justified by the
moral law, if not by the legal statutes
of thig State in doing what I did on
February 234, and, under like condl-
tiong, | would, though the gibbet stood
at my elbow, do the same thing to-day,
te-morrow, and throughout eternity
No man dare insult my family and
those whom CGod ordained me to pro-
tect while I have life or liberty to re
sent it, You, gir, have known me per-
senally; the State’s counsel knew me
wequally well; 1 have lived in the light
of the broadest publicity in this city
fer the past 12 years, and I here chal
lemge the bench, the bar, and the pub-
lie to produce an lota of evidence
agal+st my integrity and character, the
purity of my life or the unimpeachable

virtue of the family of which I am the
head, This challenge, If the court
please, has been thrown down to the
State when the opportunity still ex-
{sted to accept the same. It ig now In
| like manner offered to the court, more,
[Imleed. to emphasize, if your honor
| pleagse, my fearless acceptance of an
unjust sentence than with any inten-
tion of exciting sympathy either in
the court, the press, or the public. I
hold my honor dearer than that lib-
erty your sentence is about to deprive
me of, and it is this heritage of un-
sullled character—the last and most
prized of my possessions—I wish to
Jeave my wife and children untarnish-
ed by the evidence which condemns me
to a felon's cell,

1 have held my head on a level with
your honor's and with the best and
highest citizens of Columbus (here the
judge nodded an assent), and now, in
this supreme and solemn hour of an
untoward destiny, 1 gratefully thank
the God of my fathers that I fall in
the vindication of pure womanhood
and in defense of my wife and famil
If this is to be the end, I salute wit
the fortitude of my race the decrees of
Providence, and take to my cell the
consolation that my pen and volce were
ever at the service of the unfortunate
and the oppressed. I am now ready to
hear the sentence of the court.”

The judge heaved a great sigh of re-
lief. He was nervous and fidgety dur-
ing the few minutes it took me to de-
liver the extempore remarks quoted,
ovidently expecting that my “impe-
rious temper” would become uncontrol-
lable and that I would break out in
flerce denunciation of his cowering
self. It took him several minutes to
recover from his pleased surprise. He
then, without the usual reference to
“a fair trial and {impartial verdict and
just punishment,” passed the sentence
provided by law

“Will yosr honor permit the prigon-
ar to remain in jail pending an appeal
to the Cirenit Court.”

“Not an hour: not a minute longer
than is necessary to make out the pa-
pers for his transfer to the peniten-
tiary.”" flercely responded Pugh., Now
that all danger of any expose of his
conduct had passed and my last oppor-
tunity was gone to tell the public how
he negotiated, through Detective
Burns to become my trial judge, Pugh's
courage and vindictiveness in equal
parts nasserted themselves, and he
awelled and puffed himself to double
his usual size, as he loudly exclaimed:
“Sheriff, remove the prisoner.”

By my express wishes none of my
family or kinfolk were in court to hear
my sentence, and they awaited me in
the jail, where I communjcated to them
Pugh's decision. This was the first
breakdown and the last of my wife and
children. 1 ascertained that the pa
pera would be ready Monday morning,
and I therefore made all my arrange-
ments to be transferred to the peni
tentiary on that day. The State's pris.
on being located in Columbus, my
transfer worked no other hardship
than the deprivation of unrvestricted
interviews with my wife and children,
over and above, of courge, the humili-
ation and disgrace of becoming a con-
viet, But I had no difficulty in point-
ing out to wife, children and relatives
that the disgrace of being a criminal
y convict lay in the erime committed
and not in the penalty paid, and that
inasmuch as 1 had committed no
erime, and was neither a criminal by
instinet, design, or act., therefore, the
disgrace touched me not, and I simply
bowed to the superior but unjustly ex-
ercised powers of the State. Besides,
[ would surely be granted a new trial,
and as the Supreme Court met in Oc-
tober, I would only be in the peniten-
tiary a few months, My counsel, Gen-
aranl Powell, also added some consola-
tion in stating that I would be trans-
ferred back to the jall as soon as my
petition was filed, which would be as
soon as he could get the record, which
was voluminous, prepared. It would
take a few hundred extra dollars to
prepare the record, and Pugh assured
him that_he would order my transfer,
as was customary, back to the jail
when the appeal was lodged with the
clerk of the Supreme Court. On Sat-
urday afternoon the general called to
get a check to pay for the record. He
then said: “Colonel, I am completely
fagged out from this case, and I am go-
ing te Atlantic City for a few weeks,
with my wife, Meantime the prepara-
tion of the record will be going on, I
will return when the typewritten vol-
ume is ready, get Pugh to sign it, and
have you back here in six weeks, Now,
[ need a little money for the trip.”

“How much do you want, Tom?"

“Waell, about $300; I guess that will
be enough.”

I gave him the money, of course, to
recuperate his exhausted energies and
enjoy himself at Atlantie City. I spent
my last Sunday in the jail of Franklin
County with my wife and children,
who spent the afternoon in my cell by
the courtesy of the sheriff, Brice Cus.
ter, & half-brother of the ill-fated and
gallant general who was butchered
with his command by Sitting Bull and
his band of Indians.

This sheriff, Custer, was, however,
unlike the brilliant, fearless, and dash.
ing soldier. He was uncouth in ap
pearance, and a small politician, who
hegged and crawled his way to the
gshrievalty nomination, and was elected
on his brother's name and renown, My
paper supported his pretensions, and
he always expressed unbounded grati.
tude, but when I became his prisoner
all this was changed. He howed be-
fore the mob and the newspapers, and
in every way made things uncomfort.
able and disagreeable for me in the
jail. Such privileges as | enjoyed were
geeured by counsel, and simply consist-
ed in an hour's walk in the short, nar-
row corridor of the jall every evening,
To & man of my active life, confine
ment in a cell was intolerable, and but
that | was permitted writing materials,
books, ete., I do not think I could have
aurvived to reach the more open and
unrestrieted confinement of the peni-
tentiary. Custer wag exceedingly
gruff and unsocial, but not so a tem-
porary deputy sheriff, a person friend.
This poor fellow brought to my eell
one night the impression of the jail
keys in wax, and informed me that
himself and some of my friends were
going to have keys made and llberate
me. [ had the first good laugh of my
imprisonment at the proposition, and
exceedingly surprised my well-meaning
friend by informing him that if the
jall doors were left open 1 would not
escape, for “Tom,” sald I, “to run In

this instance, my poor fellow, I8 to
confess gullt and acknowledge that I
committed a crime in vindieating the
honor of my family.”

“Tom" saw the point after some time
and did everything he could to secure
from the sheriff more liberty for my-
self and brother, but the sheriff, while
not at all afraid of any attempt to s
cape, was frightfully sensitive to the
oriticisms of the papers, which contin-
ually harped on the unusual privileges
allowed ug in the frequent visits of
our families and the fact that we were
permitted to have our food sent in
from a neighboring restaurant (for
which we, of course, pald) “instead of
eating the jail food llke other prison-
ers.

1 draw the veil over the parting
with my wife and children that Sun-
day afternoon, and the packing up of
my effects In the jail to be removed to
my residence, The bitterness of death
was passed for me as I watched
through the bars of the cell the sink-
ing sun and realized that on the mor-
row 1 would be an inmate of the peni-
tentiary, cut off from that world in
which 1-took such an active, 1f not con-
gpicuous part, and deprived of the com-
panionship of wife and children. My
brother, in the upper corridor, was not
permitted the poor privilege of paying
me a parting visit, and 20 times during
that night Custer or his son found
some excuse to visit my cell and
awaken me. He frankly informed me
on his last visit that the State Journal
inslsted 1 had committed suicide, and
that a reporter of the paper was then
at the jall, and would only be satis-
fled that the report was not true by
geeing me or hearing my voice,

“rell him to come in, then, Mr, Sher-
ifr."

The reporter entered and gtood in
the narrow corridor, separated from
me by the bars of the cell,

“So, Bowersmith, you have heard
for the hundredth time that I have sul-
cided, have you?”

“Well, Colonel, such was the report,
and it was so well anthenticated that
[ felt justified in having you awak-
aned.”

“Listen to me, Dan. I do not blame
vou for being unable to comprehend
my character and motives; there are
too many dunghills in your list of ae-
juaintances.. [ would not commit sui-
cide though I knew to a certalnty that
I should spend 30 years in the peni-
tentiary. For, no matter how many
vears | may be confined, I shall live
through it to expose the villainy and
conspiracy of which I am the vietim,
and, mark my words, for the spirit of
prophecy s on me in this midnight
hour, I feel that the God who rules the
destinies of mankind and who knows
all will spare me to yet write the obit-
uaries of curs like you and the pack
of cowardly whelps in the press and
out of it, in this city, who have perse-
ented and temporarily ruined the man
you dared not face when at liberty.
Go back and tell your readers that it
will be a long time bhefore another set
of mongrel curs dare insult in the
newspapers the wife and female rela-
tives of a dead-game Irishman.”

(To be continued,)

over him: “I am very sorry to see y()u‘
in this condition. 1 am General Gor-
don, Please tell me who you are. I
wish to aid you all I can.”

The

i answer came In feeble tones:
Thank you, General. I am Brigadier-
(General Barlow of New York., You

can do nothing more for me; [ am dy-
ing.” Then, after a pause, he said:
"Yes, you can; my wife is at the head-
quarters of General Meade., If you
survive the battle, please let her know
that I died doing my duty.”

General Gordon replied: “Your mes-
sage, If 1 Hve, shall surely be given to
yvour wife. Can I do nothing more for
you?”

After a brief pause, General Barlow
responded: ‘May God bless you! Only
one thing more. - Feel in the breast
pocket of my coat—the left breast—
and take out a packet of letters.”

As General Gordon unbuttoned the
blood-soanked coat and took out the
packet, the seemingly dying soldier
said: “Now please take out one and
read it to me. They are from my
wife. 1 wish that her words shall be
the last [ hear in this world.”

Resting on one knee at his side, Gen-
eral Gordon, in clear tones, but with
tearful eyes, read the letter. It was
the missive of a noble woman to her
worthy husband, whom she knew to
be in daily peril of his life, and with
plous fervor breathed a prayer for his
safety and commended him to the care
of the God of battles. As the reading
of the letter ended, General Barlow
said: “Thank you., Now please tear
them all up., [ would not have them
read by others.”

General Gordon tore them into frag-
ments, and scattered them on the field
“ghot-down and bladed thick with
steel.” ‘Then, pressing General Bar-
low’s hand, General Gordon bade him
good-by, and, mounting his horse,
quickly joined his command.

He hastily penned a note on the
pommel of his saddle, giving General |
Barlow's message to his wife, but
stated that he was still living, though
seriously wounded, and informing her
where he lay, Addressing the note to
“Mrs. General Barlow, at General
Meade's headquarters,” he handed it
to one of his staff, and told him to
place a white handkerchief upon his
gword, and ride in a gallop toward
the enemy's line, and deliver the note
to Mrs. Barlow., The officer promptly
obeyed the order. He was not fired
upon, and, on being met by a Union
officer who advanced to learn his busi-
ness, he presented the note, which was
received and read with the assurance
that it should be delivered instantly.

et us turn from Gettyshurg to the
capital, Washington, where, eleven
years later, General Gordon held with
honor a seat ag Senator of the United
States, and was present at a dinner
party given by Orlando B. Potter, a
representative in Congress from the
State of New York.

Upon Mr, Potter’s Introducing to him
a gentleman with the title of General
Barlow, General Gordon remarked:
“Are you a relative of the General
Barlow, a gallant soldier, who was
killed at Gettysburg?”

The answer was: “I am the General
Barlow who was killed at Gettysburg,
and you are the General Gordon who

BARLOW AND GORDO.

An Incident of the Bloody Battle-
field of Gettysburg.

DEVOTION OF A DYING SOLDIER :

To the Noble Wife of His Bosom—The Ballant
Bordon Parforms a Most Humane and Soldl-
orly Act—Maesting in Washington of the Two
Benerals—Magnificent lllustration of True
Amerloan Soldiership by Judge T. J. Maokey.

Though never a war was fought with
more earnestness than our own late
war between the North and the South,
never a war was marked by more deeds
of noble kindness between the men, of-
fleers and privates of the contending
sides. Serving at the front during the
entire war as a captain of engineers in
the Confederate army, many such
deeds came under my own personal
obgervation, while many more have
been related to me by credible eye-wit-
nesses. Here is one especially worthy
of record:

The advance of the Confederate line
of battle commenced early on the
morning of July 1, 1863, at Gettysburg.
The infantry division commanded by
Maj.-Gen, John B. Gordon, of Georgia,
was among the first to attack. Its ob-
jective point was the left of the Second
Corps of the Union army. The dar-
ing commander of that corps occupled
a position so far advanced beyond (hw'
main line of the Federal army that,
while it invied attack, it placed hln\‘I
beyond the reach of ready support
when the crisis of battle came to him
in the rush of charging lines more ex
tended than his own. The Confeder-
ate advance was steady, and it was
bravely met by the Union troops, who
for the first time found themselves en
gaged in battle on the soll of the
North, which until then had been vir-
gin to the war. It was “a far cry”
from Richmond to Gettysburg, yet Lee
was in their front, and they seemed
resolved to welcome their Southern
visitors “with bloody hands to hospit-
able graves,” But the Federal flanks
rested in alr, and, being turned, the
line was badly broken, and, despite a
bravely resolute defense agalnst the
well-ordered attack of the Confederate
veterans, was forced to fall back,

Gordon's divigion was in motion at
a double quick, to seize and hold the
yantage-ground in his front from
which the opposing line had retreated
when he saw directly in his path the
apparently dead body of a Union of
ficer, He checked his horse, and then
observed, from the motion of the eyes
and lips, that the officer was still liv-
Ing. He at once dismounted, and, see
ing that the head of his wounded foe-
man was lying in a depression in the
ground, placed under it a nearby knap
aack. While ralsing him at the shou!-
ders for that purpose, he saw that the
blood was trickling from a bullet-hole
in the back, and then knew that the
officer had been shot through the
breast. He then gave him a drink from
a flask of brandy and water, and, as

the man revived, said, while bending

guccored me!” The meeting was
worthy of two such brave men-—every
ineh American soldiers,

[ should add that, on receiving her
husband's note, which had been speed-
ily delivered, Mrs
the field, though not without danger to
her person, for the battle was gtill in |
progress, She soon found her hu-;-l
pand. and had him borne to where he |
could receive surgleal attendance. |

Through her devoted ministrations |
he was enabled to resume his command
of the "Excelgior Brigade,"” and add to|
the splendid reputation which it had
achleved under General Slckles, its
first commander.

An Artistic Roast.

Borror SUNDAY GLOBE:

If you happen to be coming down
Bleventh street N, W, or sauntering
along Pennsylvania avenue, just stop
at the Franklin statue. There is some-
thing that assembles itself together at
that place every evening at 8 o'cloek,
not before or any later, because it is
very prompt. 1 don't know what you
call it, but it is neither a raven nor an
ostrich: some might say it is a vulture,
but many call it a preacher. ’

We have heard of quack doctors, and
[ think it might be safe to call it a|
quack preacher, for all old hens quack,
especially when they are well fed.
They get all puffed up, as Sceripture
tells us. When you have landed some-
where near the Franklin statue, please |
throw anchor and take both ears and|
gee If you can understand this quack
preacher and try to solve the riddle as
Daniel did. 1 would especially invite
gome of the learned divines of our city
to come forward and listen to this|
quack and see what you can make of
his theory and doctrine, which he is
spreading in this community, as peo-
ple are puzzled, It has told the publie
that it has traveled very extensively,
used to be wealthy once upon a time,
and that it had great learning, was |
master of Greek and Latin, and n‘
great theologian, but it is as full of
vanity and egotism as a skunk is full
of water. In fact, it stands there every
evening and unmercifully denounces |
all churches and missions, even the|
Salvation Army, which has. done s();
much good throughout the entire
world, This means that the gquack de-
nounces Christ, On Sunday afternoon
it mets over into the ladies’ meeting
at the People's Mission, and there i[l
tries to preach love, and you ought to|
gee it. It feels proud among the ladies, |
and does wondrously. It reminds me|
of an old peacock in the barnyard at
home, with his tail spread all out,
Proud? Whew! why you can't touch
it. Its whiskers get stiff as a porcu
pine, and the arrows hit the celling,
but no further |

I should advige the authorities to
stop this blathering preacher until he
can bring forth substantial recommen-
dationg and credentinls from some per.
son, somewhere, and prove who and
what he is, and what he is trying to
do, or what his object is, His teach-
ings are driving young men from our
churches: making infidels and doubt-
erg of them, It Is the duty of every
father and mother whose children are
on the street to help stop this blather
skite from spreading his false doe-
trine in this city.

LIFELINE,

Barlow hastened to |

Hotel Golden

AMERICAN AND Euroreax PLAN.
The Only Thoroughly Equipped Theatrical
House in the City.
Rates, $1.00 per day and up
BILLY GOLDEN, Propr
Eighth and E streets N. W., Washington, D. C,

Try a drink of our ten cent whiskey, Best o the ecity

CONTRACTORS, NOTICE

We are headquarters for supplies in this line: Railroad
Barrows, Mortar Barrows, Imperial Iron Beams, Road
Plows and Dirt Scrapers for heavy grading and excavating
purposes, Water Tanks and Barrels, Dirt Wagons and
Carts, and full line of Harness. It would be well for con-
tractors in this line, before buying elsewhere, to get our
prices,c We also carry in stock Lawn Mowers, Lawn
Rollers, Garden Hose and Tools. Plows repaired and
castings furnished for all Plows.

P. MANN & CO,, 207 7th St. N'W

Watson & Co.
STOCKS AND BONDS.

Offices 1417 F Street, Phone 1557, and 2d Floor Jenifer Building,

7th and D Streets, PLone 1788.
1 per cent. margins. No interest.

Direct wires to New York.
Strictly commission business

SOLE BISTRIBUTOR

EDWARD J.QUINN,

No.604 Pa Ave.. THrovoen 1o Penna. Depor, b1i.anp B Sts.
WasHincTon,DC.

-—

SOAP POLIS

THE KING OF CLEANERS.

Manufactured by THE GIBSON SOAP COMPANY, Omaha, Nebraska,
Puat Up in 50-1b. Backs, 150-1b. Drums, 800-1b Barrels.

A Scouring Powde

MERITS: Cleans Quickly, Economical, Removes Grease, Restores
Color, Labor Saving, Sanitary. '

For Marble, Mosalc,
Tile, Linoleum, and
Wooden Floors, ete.

J. L. Weber & Company, Manufacturers’ Agents.

OFFICES: Phila('lelj,vlliu,JB North 4th Street, Telephone 4057, D.
Was.hmgmn, 809 E Btreet N. W., Telephone Main 2'80
Baltimore, 611 South Paca Street. .

Sold at retall by S. C, Raub, 316 and 318 Eighth street Northwest, City.

o

MONEY TO LOAN s

without removal from your possession and in any amo 1500
Our rates are the cheapest, and you can mukz y:u:lg:v?:b::n.m w[m.
made within three hours from the time you apply. ~ We loan for :ll:a Inte:

?uly. and do not wint your goods, so you neelrhnvo no feor of losin uthw
Jur offices are up on the fifth floor, away from the street, and are sc Senenl
that we can insure strictest privacy. rop in and get our rates s o

POTOMAC GUARANTEE LDAN CO
I’s Nobody’s Business Why You Need the Money.

But when you do need it come to us. W

e loa
amount from $5 to $1,000, without publlclty,owrth‘(::xyt
embarassment, and on p'aim, simple, easily under-
stood and easily kept terms. Balaries, Fuarniture,

92885 F St, near Mh N.
Room 74, Atls ntie Bidg "

1} Take Elevator to Fifth e

Planos, etn, almost any kind of securit n i
See us today or 'phone 1145, The l.Olvd a;i:l -':'Yo'

Capital Loan Guarantee Co., 602 F Street N. W.

e b = e




